your rations.' One of them replied cheerfully: 'T
shouldn't mind at all, General, if my appetite were
not so uncommonly good.'
Some of the Lucknow residents had still iheir
private stores. IMrs Inglis had enough arrowroot left
for her own party, and was even able to give some
away. She still had candles, too, though they had to
be used very sparingly. Before leaving Cawnpore,
Brigadier General Neill had prepared a box of com-
forts, such as sago, arrowroot, candles, and wine, for
those of the ladies whom he knew. Captain Spurgin
brought the box into the entrenchment and distri-
buted the contents, some arrowroot and sago falling
to the share of Mrs Case. The Madras Fusileers had
clubbed together to provide a similar box, but this had
been left at the Alambagh with the heavy baggage.
The troops engaged in sorties were always hoping
to find food in the houses they occupied; indeed
his' friends said of Sam Lawrence, the burly com-
mandant of the Redan, that this was his motive in
volunteering for such dangerous service. Harry
Metcalfe was lucky enough, one day, to find himself
alone in a yard with some game fowl, two of which
he was able to capture before his mates arrived. He
also found some flour in a shed and emptied it into
a puggaree which he unwound from his cap. A
corporal named King saw what he was doing and
said: *Harry, you'd better throw away that flour/
'Why, George?' asked Metcalfe.
'It might be poisoned, Harry, you know.'
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